TtitTrage&te of 

Goufaue King Harry vnkingd Richard hies t 
Andfend him many yceres of Sun-lhines daies* 
What more rcmaines? 

North. Nomorc,butthatyou read 
Thefe accuiations, and thcfe grieuous crimes, 
Commitredbyyour perfon, and your followers, 
Againft the ftate and profile of this Land j 
That by confefling them, the foules of men 
May deeroc that you are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Mufti doefo? andmuft Irauellout 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentle Northumberland 2 
If thy offences were vpon record. 

Would it not ihame thee in fo faire a troope, 

To read alcdureof them, if thou wouldft, 

There ihouldft thou find one bainous Article, 
Containing the depofing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 
Mark t with ablot, damd in the booke of heauen ; 
Nay of you that ftand and looke vpon, 

Whilft that my wretchednelle doth bate my felfe j 



Though fomeofyou (with Tilate ) wafii your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere dcliuered me to my fowre CrolTe, 

And water cannot wafh awayyour (inne. 

North. My Lord difpatch, read orethefe Articles, 
Rich. Mine eyes are full of tearcs, Icannot fee j 
And yet fait water blinds them not fo much,. 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay,if I turne mine eies vpon myfelfe,. 

1 findmy felfe aTraitorvvith the reft j 
For i haue gfuen here my foules confent 
Tovndeckethe pompous body of a King r 
Made gloriebace, and Soueraigntie a flauc j 
ProudMaieftieafubied, State apeafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught infultingman, 
Nor no mans Lord 5 I haue no name, no title, 


No 





Richard the Second. 

No hot that name was giuen me at the Font, 

Biittis vfurpt 5 alacke theheauie day 
That I haue worne fo many Winters out. 

And know not now, what name to call my felfe, 

O that I were a mockerie King of Snow, 

- Standing before the funne of Bullinybrooke . > 

To melt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly.good; 

And if my name be ftarling,yet in England 
Let it command a mirrour hither ftraitc 
That it may fhew me whata face I haue, 
Sinceitisbanckrout of his Maieftic. 

Bui. Go fbme of you and fetchalooking-glafte. 

North. Read ore this paper while th e Glade doth come,. 
Rich. Fiend, thou torments meere I cometo Hell. 

Bui. Vrge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. T he commons will not then be fatisfi cd. 

Rich. They (hall befatisfied, lie read enough, 

When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my finnes are writ, and that's my felfe, 
Giuemetheglaffe: no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath forrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 
Face of mine, and made no deeperwounds? 

Oh flattering Glaffe, like to my flollbwers in proiperitiel 
Was this the face that euery day vnder his 
Houihold roofe did keepe ten thouland men ? 

Was this thefacethatfaaftfo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft b yBMiugbrookel 
A brittle Gloriefhineth in this face, 
AsbrittleastbeGIorieisthe face, 

Forthereit iscracktin a hundred ihiuers 4 ' 

Marke filent King the morall of this fpor. 

How fooue my forrow hath deftroyd my face.. 

Bid. The fliadow ofyour forrow hath deftroyd 
The fhadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe : the fliadow of my forrow 5 
Ha lets fee : tis very tru e , mygriefe 
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